The contention of (be two fmotts Houfes , 

fade. Prodaimc filence. 

^//.Silence. 

Cade. I Iohn Cade, fo named for .my valiancy. 

Dicke. Or rather for ftcaling of a cade of fpratj. 

Cade. My father., was a Mortimer. 

Dicke. He was an honeft man, and a good bricke-Iayer. 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Nicke. She was a Pcdlcrs daughter indeed, & fold many laces, 
Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’d packe, 
She wafhech buckes vp and downethe countrey. 
ffade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder s 
hedge, bccaufehis father had no other houfebut the cage. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That’s true, 1 know he can endure any thing. 

For I haue feencdiim whipt two market dayes togither. 

Cadr. hfeare neither fword nor fire. 

Will. He neede not fcare the fword, for his coate is of proofe, 
Dicke. But methinkes he fhould fcare the fire, being fo ofter. 
burnt in the handjfor ftcaling of fheepe. 

Cade. Therefore be brauc,for your Captain is brauc,& vowe* 
reformation : you fhall haue feuen halfepcny loauesfora penny, 
and the three hoopt pot fhall haue ten hoopes, and it fhalbefeh 
lony to drinke fmall beerc, if l be King, as King I will be. 
jill. God fane your Maiefty. 

Cads. I thanke you good people, you fhall all cate and drinke 
of my fcore, and go allinmy liuery; and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the T ally, and there fhall be no lawes but fuch 
as come from my mouth, 

Dicke. Wee fhall haue fore lawes then, for he was thruft into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. I and (linking law too, for his breath ftinkesfo, that one 
cannot abide it. 

Enter Will veith the Clarke ofChattam . 

Will. Oh Captaine,a prize. 
fade. Who’s that Will}. 

Will. The Clarke of Chattam,he can write and readc and caft 
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Torke and LmcaBer. 

account, I tooke him fetting of boyes copies, and he has a book 
in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade. Zounds he’s a Coniurer, bring him hither. 

Now fir, what’s your name i 

Clarke, Emanucll fir, and it fhall pleafe ye. 

Dicke. It will go hard with you I tell ye. 

For they vfe to write that ore the top of Letters. 

Cade. What do ye vfe to writ.e your name ? Or do you as and- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally ? 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praife G od 1 haue bene fo wel broght 
vp, that I can write mine owne name. 

Code. Oh he has confeft, go hang him with his pen and inke- 
horne about his necke. Exit one with the Clairke* 

Enter Town 

Tom. Captaine, Ncwes,newes,fir Humfrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,8c mean to kil vs alL 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he 
Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall him, lie make my felfe Knight. 
Kneele downe Iohn Mortemer, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? 

Tom. I his brother. 

fade. Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him. 

Rife yp fir Dicke Butcher. Now found vpthe drum. 

Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford and his 'Brother, with 
Drum and Soldiers. 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated flaues, IpafTe not a pin, 

Tis toyou good people that I fpeake. 

Staf, Why Country-men,what meane you thus in troopes a 
Tofollowthis rebellious Traitor Cade? ' 

Why his Father was a brick-layer. 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ? 

Rut I come of the Mortemcrs. 

I,thv.OukeofYorke hath taughtyoivthat. 

Cade 
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